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Calling in the Cat 


LVoW from the dark, a deeper dark, 
The cat slides, 

Furtive and aware, 

His eyes still shine with meteor spark 
The cold dew weights his hair. 
Suspicious, 

Hesitant, he comes 

Stepping morosely from the night, 
Held but repelled, 

Repelled but held, 

By lamp and firelight. 


Now call your blandest, 

Offer up 

The sacrifice of meat, 

And snare the wandering soul with greeds, 
Give him to drink and eat, 

And he shall walk fastidiously 

Into the trap of old 

On feet that still smell delicately 

Of withered ferns and mould. 


[13 ] 


It Is Not Easy 


IT is not easy, the harvest of the ocean, 

Not like wheat to be reaped in a long hot day 

With cider under the hedge, not like potatoes 

To be dug for, leaning down to finger the clay, 

Not like apples, or almonds, with ladders leaning 

Against the fruit-filled boughs, not like milk and 
cream 

Drumming into a pail at dawn and evening, 

Not like watercress gathered in the current of 
a stream,— 


No, for fishing a man must be strong-armed and 
strong-hearted, 

Dawn and dark he must harness the wind, he 
must rein 

The unbroken wind to his plow, and his furrow 

Over his own head may close rolling again. 

Rain and sleet he must bear. blinded and rock- 
ing, 

He must fight through long nights when the 
winds cut like flails, 

Haul at the lines, and hold to the tiller, 
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And struggle, half-frozen, with storm-mad- 
dened sails. 


It is not easy, the harvest of the ocean, 

A hard life have its gleaners, and one often cut 
short, 

But they reap without sowing, which is sweet 
to wild natures, 

And it is as conquerors that they storm into port: 

A hard life, but not dull like the life of the farm- 
yard 

(The rutted long struggle with the niggardly 
ground) 

The sailors go out to the curve of the ocean— 

And their field has no hedge, and their road has 
no bound! 


rei 


Pain 


LITTER promised the yield 
Of that dark field. 


The buried stones 
Lay white as bones 


And screamed at the share 
That harried there. 


Overhead a crow 
Wove to and fro. 


The horses were wet 
With matted sweat, 


And the wind blew dust 
In swirls of rust 


Like a plague of flies 
In the plowman’s eyes— 
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Yet out of those lines 
Of furrowed pain 


In its due time 
Rose the braggart grain. 


oye, 


The Vanished Black City of Benin 


WY HAT of unnamed adventurers? 

It is better so. 

A strange glance out of darkness 

And nothing more to know, 

Like the first white man in Benin City 
Who wandered up from the sea 

And worked in metals for a negro king 
In the sixteenth century. 

Fabulous age! there alone he labored 
Aided by negro boys 

Casting the life of that curious city 

In Portuguese alloys, 

Hearing outside along the roadways 

The king’s messengers’ bells 

And waited on by black tattooed wives 
Necklaced with strings of shells. 

The people of Benin might not cross water 
No, not for any reason, 

And the blood of a woman ceremonially shed 
Brought on the rainy season, 

And the king’s palace stood among palaces 
Where under the floor of each 
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A dead king lay in a heap of treasure 

With slaves’ bones within reach. 

Benin is gone: the British burned it, 

But not a tongue of flame 

Can touch the miraculous sixteenth-century city 
To which the white man came— 

Benin the name without a city 

With its ghost without a name! 


[19] 


Is It The Moorland Blood 


IS it the moorland blood 
That fills me with disdain 
For the cities where I was bred 
And the cultivated plain, 
And makes me long for rock 
And a bare horizon again? 


Is it the moorland blood 
That never bows to a tree, 
That looks beyond garden flowers, 
And is stranger to the sear 
Loves these things, but not to the bone, 
Not enduringly? 


Always beyond, beyond 

I see the floods of light 

On a barren land where the fox 

Runs, and great birds take flight 
And I feel the dampness of mists 
And lightning stabs through the night. 


[ 20 ] 


To a Black Dog, Bereaved 


ONLESS that kitty shines again in heaven 
She is forever lost. 

It is in vain you dart around each corner: 
You seek a ghost. 


Oh, you may stand, eyes shining, one paw lifted. 
Tense to the ultimate hair. 

Your expectation is but effort wasted: 
She is not there. 


A shadow you may move, your tail just wagging, 
Scenting each breeze, 

But she is less than shadow and her spirit 
Haunts not our trees. 


Never again shall I (I fear) behold her 
In mimic flight, 

Gold as the sun, with you pursuing after 
As day flees night. 


baa] 


The Girl on the Wood Farm 


THE rain came whimpering 
Like a thing afraid. 

“Put on your shawl, daughter, 
The heifer has strayed.” 


“Mother, oh, mother, 
Don’t send me out! 

The trees, the gaunt trees, 
Press close about! 


“The trees are wet, mother! 
The trees are cold! 

The trees are cruel, mother! 
They are hard and old!” 


Into the forest she went, 
Made small with fear, 

She saw a dead rabbit, 
She saw a fleeing deer, 


But never the heifer 
She came to find, 
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And never her mother’s house 
So warm and kind, 


For old trees behind her, 
And old trees ahead, 

Wiped out the pathway 
With hands cold and dead. 


f27) 


Apples Ungathered 


SOME wand has here been waved : the meadow 
streams 

Run black through mounded whiteness and the 
sky 

Is darker than the earth; the birds that fly 

Utter in passing thin disconsolate screams, 

The trees are lost in unresolving dreams 

And the cold snows have drifted up as high 

As the sagged headstones where dead farmers lie 

Who once drove down these roads their smoking 
teams. 


Death, death, and beauty in death! the orchard 
stands 

Each bough still weighted with its fruit, once red 

With country vigor, hard and fresh and sweet 

But glamorless and only fit to eat— 

Now comes the lovelier harvest of the dead, 

Soft apples fitted for a ghost’s soft hands. 


[ 24 ] 


Queen of Babylon 


QUEEN of Babylon, 
What saw you in Babylon? 
Many lights burning 
Under the stars, 

Many bees humming 

In a high garden, 

And a great bearded king 
Who went to the wars. 


Queen of Babylon, 

What heard you in Babylonr 
Many shouts rising 

Of warriors returned, 

Many flutes playing 

And the sound of waters 
Falling as they fell 

In the land for which I yearned. 


[25] 


Bread the Holy 


I BREAK my bread. There are the great gold 
fields 

And there the men move with the swaying 
scythes, 

Their wet clothes modelled to their thick slow 
limbs 

Leaving behind them a straight shining path 

Where the boys work with knots of stooping 
women 

Binding the sheaves and piling them in place 

Like praying hands beneath the summer sky. 

Horses unharnessed stand beside their carts 

Stamping the flies: a dog lies fast asleep 

In hedgerow shadows: now and then a voice 

Comes from the gleaners, wells up, murmurs, 
flows 

Into the eddying silence, while above 

Silently, slowly, the great clouds are piled 

In pale straw-colored mows against the blue. 


[ 26 ] 


The Hunters 


FAR in the north 
Wing through the night 
Goblin-eyed owls 
Spectrally white. 


Far in the south, 
Saucer-fed snakes 
Weave through the attics 
When the moon wakes. 


Triune is death 

For the race of the rat, 
Winged owl, scaled snake, 
And velvet cat. 


[27] 


Park Gnomes 


THE last leaves fall 

In gusts of wind 

And little old men 

Sere and thinned, 

Little old men 

Tattered and brown 

Rake the leaves 

As they fall down— 

Rake the leaves into autumn fires, 

Old, old leaves on their funeral pyres. 


[ 28] 


In the Woods 
LNOM birds who sleep in brittle trees 


Sparrows and jays and chicadees, 
The last last robin and the crow, 

Awake beneath your thatch of snow 
And hearing bells of midnight ring, 

Rouse up and through the darkness sing 
How in your dreams, across the snows, 

A star, bright as a sun, arose. 


And all you creatures furred and wise 
Who in the darkness close bright eyes, 
Twitch quivering nostrils, leave your sleep 
And from your dens and hollows creep. 
Hark, how the deer among the thorns 
Raises the crosses of his horns 
While like soft candles at a feast 
The doe’s eyes turn to face the east. 


Gentle is he 
As windless snow, 
Kind as a tree 


With shelter below, Albion” 
[29 ] College 
Library 
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As a stream of water 
In August heat, 

Asa blueberry bush 
Hidden and sweet, 


Such is he 

Who is born this day 
In Bethlehem 

So far away! 


[ 30] 


Night: a Study in Lights 


OBLIQUE lights slip from the fixed city 
lamps 

And, mixed with shadows of leaves, cut in long 
shafts 

Perspectived sidewalks. Two lovers stroll 

Arm folded in arm, their foot-steps fall 

With faint ventriloquism, their shadows ray 

About them, since their diune bodies form 

Projections for two arc-lights, a high moon, 

And one satanic motor. Their shadows move 

Gray, flat upon the pavement with intersections 

Dark as a ring of thorns and sharp as well, 

Sweet lovers, finger-and-thumb of Venus, mov- 
ing 

Through criss-cross lights, sweet lovers moving 

With slow ventriloquial steps. 


[31] 


Song of the Three Seeds in the 
Macaw’s Beak 


CRACKED by that accurate beak, 
Turned by that rubbery tongue, 

This is the final song 

The first seed sung: 


“By no inner instinct 
Is my core stirred, 
Forced to the light 
By this gaudy bird. 


*““A taste on the tongue, 
A fraction of power 
Am I who might be 
A tall sunflower.” 


Cracked by that accurate beak, 
Turned by that rubbery tongue, 
This is the final song 

The second seed sung: 


“In direct descent 
With no single break 
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From the first sunflower 
My line I take, 


“Dull duplication! 
Is this not best— 
To add to the bloom 
Of a scarlet crest?” 


Cracked by that accurate beak, 
Turned by that rubbery tongue, 
This is the final song 
The third seed sung: 


“Whether grown great 
By one’s own law, 
Or submerged to a fraction 
Of red macaw, 


“We return to the nothing 
From which we came. 
To me at least 
It is much the same.” 


Cracked by that accurate beak, 
Turned by that rubbery tongue, 
These are the final songs 
The three seeds sung. 

[33] 


Counters 


70 think I once saw grocery shops 
With but a casual eye 

And fingered figs and apricots 
As one who came to buy! 


To think I never dreamed of how 
Bananas swayed in rain, 

And often looked at oranges 
Yet never thought of Spain! 


And in those wasted days I saw 
No sails above the tea— 

For grocery shops were grocery shops, 
Not hemispheres to me! 


[ 34] 


The Harpies 


THE verdure is gone, the fragrance is fled, 
The crops are gathered, the stalks are dead, 
There is only the beauty of ruin in their stead. 


Earth now is fleshed as rigid as stone, 
The rocks lie scattered like splintered bone, 
Above cold hills the clouds are coldly blown, 


And cold and casual, far on high, 


The woman-breasted hydroplanes fly, 
Bird-winged, steel-taloned, against a frozen sky. 


[35] 


Conquistador 


IPVHO dares to say I am untrue to Spain 

Loving this barren land, loving this plain 

Scarlet as blood or white as sun-bleached bones, 

Loving these flat-roofed mountains and these 
stones 

Round with spring waters where now the bed 
gapes dry, 

Loving these rainbowed storms, this turquoise 
sky, 

Yes, even these Indians in their high mud towns 

For all their sacred meal and feathered crowns? 

Some of you seek for souls and some for gold 

And some for lands that you may seize and hold, 

But all is mine on which I set my eyes, 

My kingdom falls where my mare’s shadow lies. 

If souls prove slippery and if gold proves hid, 

Your pathway lies directly to Madrid, 

But I have found my saddle such a throne 

That I can not dismount till Death alone 

Shall play my page and bring my horse to stand 

Holding my stirrup in a servile hand! 


[ 36 ] 


The Old Mexican Woman in the 
Witness Chair 


WOODEN, shoulderless, the star witness 
sits at the edge of the chair, 

Holding her black shawl to her chin with one 
enormous hand 

That does not move. Her eyes turn from the 
attorney to the interpreter, 

Her lips stir stiffly like the lips of an image 

Answering the incantation of a wizard— 

In a black bank the jury hangs above her, 

Leaning their heads to the toneless sibilance of 
her replies. 

The judge leans toward her from his high desk 
on the other side. 

The courtroom is crowded, dark faces in gawdy 
hats, dark faces in shawls, 

Dark faces of men lean toward her in heavy 
rows, 

Even the aisle is filled with people standing, 

Turning their-eyes on her eyes, leaning their 
bodies toward her— 
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Like an image of wood the old woman sits, 
backed by an unchanging shadow 

Holding her shawl close to her chin with one 
enormous hand. 


[ 38] 


Announcement 


LET it be understood that I am Don Juan 
Gomez! 

My blood is pure blood from the proudest blood 
of Spain, 

And I own hills and valleys beyond a long day’s 
riding, 

And heavy lies the silver upon my bridle rein. 


Let it be understood that Iam Don Juan Gomez! 

My saddle cloth is fringed with scalps of Indians 
I have slain, 

And when I see a girl and knock upon her shut- 
ter, 

Though it be dawn or dark, I need not knock 
again. 


Let it be understood that Iam Don Juan Gomez! 

Only in prayer to bend the knee and bow the 
head I deign, 

And when I pray, the saints go hurrying to the 
Virgin, 

And cry “Dom Juan is praying, and must not 
pray in vain!” 

[ 39 ] 


Desert Noon 


WHEN the desert lies 

Pulsating with heat 

And even the rattlesnakes 

Coil among the roots of the mesquite 

And the coyotes pant at the waterholes— 


Far above, 

Against the sky, 

Shines the summit of San Jacinto, 
Blue-white and cool as a hyacinth 
With snow. 


[ 40 ] 


Iz Is Summer 


IT is summer. 

Let us go walking. 

The sky is pale, 

There is dust on the leaves. 


It is summer. 

I am tired of talking— 

How golden the fields 

With their stacks of sheaves! 


The horse bends its head 

Crowned with midges. 

The farmer whistles between his teeth. 
It is summer. I am tired of bridges 
And all the water that flows beneath. 


[ 41 ] 


Posthumous Respectability 


THERE the wild berries grew 
There you would find her, 
Old skirt dragging down, 
Hair fit to blind her, 


Wet with the sopping fogs, 
Withered with sun, 

Hiding among the rocks 
From everyone, 


Taming the great wild geese 
In wind-storms strayed, 
Selling about the town 
The eggs they laid, 


Facing on lonely moors, 
The spite of witches, 
Sighting Square Joe’s bad head 
Poked out of ditches, 


Living as wild beasts live, 
Dying alone— 

But leaving money enough 
For a headstone! 


[ 42 ] 


Among Others 


IT would be a fine thing 

To be flying, to be flying under a cool moon 

As the point of an arrow of wings loosed to the 
north, 

To be a great gray Canada goose flying under 
the moon 

Honking high among the winds. 


It would be fine thing 

To be a sailor, measuring a ship with his eye, 

Carrying his suit-case down to a forecastle 
locker, 

Hearing the water slap slap slapping at the sides 
of a vessel, 

Shaping a yarn in his mind. 


Where have the pedlers gone, 

The old-fashioned pedlers walking the dusty 
roads 

With umbrellas slung to their backs, whistling 
and chewing a straw? 

Where are the harmless, half-witted fellows who 
felt spring in their bones 

And set out on the long roads? 

1 43 J 


Rain Requiem 


THE apple blossoms were born this year in rain, 
Opened in rain and fell in falling rain, 
Mingling white petals with the darker rain. 
With violins and with the bird-voiced flute 

Sing requiem quiet, quiet as the rain. 


The rain withdrew and through the hilly woods 

The thrushes called and answered and were still, 

The moon shone on the rippled dog-wood 
flowers, 

The scents of evening changed from afternoon. 


Rising in mist, falling as mist, the rain 

Returns, a vaporous ghost; the old church bell 

Is lost in fog and loses half its notes. 

The black night wrapped in white mist comes 
again 

Singing a requiem of falling rain. 


[ 44] 


The Furrows of the Unicorn 


Canst thou bind the unicorn with his band in the furrow? or will 
he harrow the valleys after thee?—Jos 

THE furrows of the unicorn are crooked, 

They straggle anyhow 

Where the frail beast has plunged in the loam’s 

blackness 

Bound to the plow, 

Striving and struggling on with sides bemired 

And silver hornéd brow. 


The furrows of the unicorn are crooked, 

Ragged as pain, 

His life in arrased forests teaches nothing 

Of bit and rein, 

And where his hoofs have staggered down the 
meadow 

Springs blood-red grain. 


[45] 


Preta 


SPREAD your knees wide for the weight they 
bear, 

Open wide your arms, 

Bend down your head, Mother of Sorrows. 

Naked, again he is yours, 

Helpless again, 

Lullaby, Lullaby, 

He who turned from you, 

Quiet against your breast, 

Cradled at last. 

Gone is the adventurous spirit, 

Extinguished the flame, 

He is yours again, 

Enveloping arms. 


[ 46 ] 


Rain 


RAIN brings release. You breathe tranquillity 
With the damp odors of a peaceful earth. 

The strain of crazed and crowded clouds is over, 
The tense air sighs among the falling showers, 
Sighs and relaxes, and the meadowlands 

Are gentle with acceptance. There is time 
For quiet occupations, quiet thoughts, 

For books and sewing and old memories. 


[ 47 ] 


Portrait 


DISTINGUISHED as fretted iron, 

Immovable, subtle, relentless, 

He upholds the cult of moulds,— 

Everything which has hardened into form, 

All that has crystallized into sharp outline: 

He is fanatic in defence of the ponderable past. 

Calm, smiling, and icily in earnest 

He matches his strength against the full oncom- 
ing force of change. 


[ 48 ] 


Nantucket 


SHE liked to know sea-captains 

Were in her blood— 

The twanging ropes, the smell of tar, 

Sails white as milk and beautiful as clouds, 

And storms (here she was vaguer) 

But storms certainly, 

Where ancestors in tightly buttoned coats 

Stood on sharp-tilted decks, while lightning 
made 

Their eyes gleam green. 

She knew wharves well, and had seen Chinamen, 

And there were broken chessmen her great-uncle 

Had brought home his last voyage—-so, in short, 

She drank her tea not quite as others do. 


[ 49 ] 


The Mouse 


I HEARD a mouse 
Bitterly complaining 
In a crack of moonlight 
Aslant on the floor— 


“Little I ask 
And that little is not granted. 
There are few crumbs 
In this world any more. 


“The bread-box is tin 
And I cannot get in. 


“The jam’s in a jar 
My teeth cannot mar. 


“The cheese sits by itself 
On the pantry shelf— 


“All night I run 
Searching and seeking, 
All night I run 
About on the floor, 
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“Moonlight is there 
And a bare place for dancing, 
But no little feast 
Is spread any more.” 


bar 


Hang Fu 
TICK-TOCK, tick-tock, 


Goes the clock of the rain in the eaves, 

Long are the hours of the rain and the moon is 
hidden, 

I would get up, I would put on my robe with 
silver sleeves, 

And creeping through a whining door, bridle 
my horse with a silver bridle, 

And ride out under the softly drinping leaves. 

But the rain holds me in a monotonous net of 
sound, 

Tick-tock, tick-tock, 

I will to go and I do not will it, 

And the opportunity passes as others pass, and 
the hours pass and are drowned, 

And the moon will go down and the sun will rise 
with wet locks, 

But there will be no mark of my horse in the 
teeming ground. 


ee 


To One Dead on the Sand 


IMMINENT and enormous 
The sea and the sky 

Stand at your bier, 

O you who lie 

Half-buried in sand 

And sea-weed black, 

With your open bill 

And the hole in your back. 


So some one shot you? 
There are worse graves 
For one who lived 

In clouds and waves, 
And he‘who put 

An end to your flying 
May not have thought 
Life satisfying. 


Imminent and enormous 
The sea and the sky 
Make slow requiem 
Sigh upon sigh. 

[53] 


Tranquillity Grove 


THE ice-storm held: we walked in the wood. 
In curtains of darkness the black cedars stood, 


And gyved in glass the beech trees shone 
Upright and glistening, stately and wan. 


The path was frosted, the rocks were glazed, 
Not a bird-note sounded, all things were dazed, 


But far and near like flute upon flute 
Came the tinkle and tankle of cold ice-fruit, 


And a wandering voice from the boughs above 


Said “This is the place called Tranquillity 
Grove.” 


[54] 


Patterns of Life 
OUR little boat 


Swung by, close to the lumber schooner 

Almost in the shadow of her gray sails. 

In the heat a man was lying along the rail 

With a bare mellow back and old duck trousers, 

Motionless, absorbed in the ripples, 

Absorbed in the heat like a lizard. 

At the wheel a thin man was standing 

Chewing tobacco, one foot on the taffrail. 

He gave us a shrewd look and raised a hand 
to us. 

How many beautiful patterns of life there are, 
I thought, 

And we can only live one and often that is not 
beautiful— 

Oh, is any one of them always beautiful from 
the inside? 

And the white shadow of our sail disengaged 
itself from gray shadows 

And the chug-chug of auxiliary engines grew 
fainter and fainter in our ears. 


[55] 


Elms 


ELMS are the settlers close memorials— 

Gray sagging roofs, old lilacs, boulder walls 

And the green elms with all their leaf-tongued 
shade, 

These are four ghosts about old tombs arrayed 

Like Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John 

To bless the beds the dead lie on. 

Under green elms they preached to Indians, 

Under green elms they halted in campaigns, 

And there is one old elm with two scythes grown 

Deep in its crotch where hands long since 
turned bone 

Hastily left them, called in haste away 

From farm and field and the long reaping day. 


Green elms, lilacs and roofs and boulder walls 
Are still the settlers four memorials. 


[ 56] 


The Blind Musicians 


IT was a day of festival, the mandarins as- 
sembled, 

The feast was spread, the banners flew, unfas- 
tened stood the door, 

Then came the blind musicians, fingering down 
the passage, 

To settle in a cluster on the cold stone floor. 


Well do I remember the laughter of the man- 
darins 

Playing with their bowls of honey-colored wine, 

And the twitter of the girls as they danced with 
unchanged faces 

Or sang like cicadas standing in a line. 


But more than any mandarin or any girl danc- 
in 

I ee looming in the darkness of the hall 

The shadowy forms of blind men sitting in the 
passage 

Making fateful music with their heads against 
the wall. 

[57] 


Marsh Maples 


No wind, no sound, no time, no space. 
Only trees, myriads, 

Upright, 

Vistas and aisles of them— 

Black lacquer gods overlaid with gold leaf, 
Ancient deities in congregation, 
Half-obliterated, forgotten, 

In the midst of a slow drifting 

Of flakes of gold. 


[ 58 ] 


The Swans 


FOUR years ago a flock of Trumpeter swans, 

Flying north, flying proudly along the wind, fly- 
ing high, 

Circled down the aérial stairways of the sky 

To that wide river of braided silver and bronze, 

Niagara, in the cold water to preen their feathers 
and rest 

With peace in each wild heart, and peace in each 
wild breast. 

But fiercer than the winds they knew, fiercer than 
their hearts flying, 

The cold river seized them, the cold river tangled 
their wings, 

The braided river bore them away from familiar 
things 

Haughty as dreams and destined like dreams to 
a mystical dying. 


[59] 


To a Child With Violets 


LNVO one would think these brittle woods, 
This world of old leaves, stalks and sand 
Held so much color as you see 

Clutched tight in one hot hand. 


No one would here expect to find 

Where stands the ghost of last year’s death, 
Such fragrance as the violets give 

With every indrawn breath. 


[ 60 ] 


The Old Convalescent 


THE day being warm 
She has brought her chair 
Into the garden; 
The sun on her hair 
‘Makes yellow of white, 
And even her shawl 
Is transfigured with light, 
She ignores the call 
Of her daughter’s children, 
She ignores at her feet 
The sinuous cat, 
She ignores the heat, 
And even the flowers— 
Still and serene 
As a dragonfly 
That has crawled from its mail 
As a snake that has sloughed 
His skin, and green 
Lies in green grass—so—-satiate, frail, 
The old woman, warmed through with sunshine, 
sits 
And quietly there in the garden knits, 
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Knits herself gently back into life, 

She who has nothing more to do 

Being old but somehow newborn too 
From the hands of pain, the dark midwife. 


[ 62 ] 


The Navajo 


LEAN and tall and stringy are the Navajo, 

Workers in silver and turquoise, herders of 
flocks, 

Their sheep and goats cover the hills like smooth 
rocks. 

They wear velvet shirts, they are proud, they go 

Through the sage, upright on thin bright horses, 

Their speech is low. 

At their necks they gather the black smooth 
cataract of their locks, 

Quick are their eyes and bright as the eyes of a 
fox. 

You may pass close by their encampments and 
never know. 


[ 63 ] 


In Walpi 


ZHERE is an eagle screaming from a roof 
In Walpi, a black eagle with pale eyes. 

The kitchen smoke 

Morning and evening rises in pale columns. 
At noon the heat beats down 

Upon his head and cloaks him all in fire. 

He never sees the Indians below him, 

All day from dawn to dark his look goes out 
Across the striped reds of the painted desert, 
All day he looks far off to cloud-hung mesas, 
All day he screams. 


[ 64] 


Ceremonial Hunt 


AS the racing circle closed in like a lassoo 

Of running dogs and horses, as the sage was 
swept, 

Out of the turmoil suddenly upward leapt 

A jack-rabbit’s fawn and jet, with its great soft 
eye 

And fantastic ears outlined against the sky, 

Hanging in life a strange moment, then falling 
back 

From that remote beautiful leap to the teeth of 
the pack 

And the trampling hoofs and the Indians’ thin 
halloo. 


[ 65 | 


The Old Mare 


GRAY despair 

Was on the old mare, 
Grass turned bitter, 

Sky a-glare, 

And thoughts like gnats, 
And gnats like thoughts, 
Everywhere. 


Her underlip 

Hung pendulous, wide, 

Her ears twitched back, 

Her dusty hide 

Heaved with her heavy breathing 
And her eyes rolled ominously 
To one side. 


The mule colt lay 

In trampled grass, 
Slick-eared, long-tailed, 
Bespeaking the ass, 

Carried so long in her body, 
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Born in travail and sweat, 
Alien, alas! 


But staggering 

To unsteady feet 

The mule-colt fumbles 

An unknown teat— 

And suddenly the old mare accepts the in- 
evitable 

And finds any motherhood 

Most sweet. 


[ 67 ] 


Pirates 


PIRATES, after all, were usually 

Such young men! 

At yardarms or docks they hanged them 
Or on beaches now and then, 

So between the prayers of parsons 

At the gallows-tree 

In their ears came softly lisping 

The whisper of the sea— 

Their own sea of sails and fighting, 
Of storm and wound, 

Scattered with uncharted beaches 

For the men that they marooned, 
Spanish towns with plate and treasure, 
Jungle, fever, heat, 

And the clicking of the glasses 

In some safe retreat. 

In that school a man grew crafty, 
Limber in his hates, 

Their white scars were often left them 
By the bosom-mates— 
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What extraordinary stories 

No one now can know 

Died upon those wind-blown gallows 
At twenty-one or so! 


[ 69 ] 


Green Rain 


THE barns are sleek with rain 

Among the steam of blossoming apple trees, 
The robins wade in wet grass to their knees, 
The maple woods again 

Turn the black asphalt green, 

And from a sky of dripping leaves there falls 
Green rain at slow monotonous intervals 
With a sea-wind between. 


[ 70 ] 


The Bad Kittens 


You may call, you may call, 
But the little black cats won’t hear you, 
The little black cats are maddened 
By the bright green light of the moon. 
They are whirling and running and hiding, 
They are wild who were once so confiding, 
They are crazed when the moon is riding— 
You will not catch the kittens soon! 


They care not for saucers of milk, 
They think not of cushions of silk, 
Your softest crooningest call 

Is less than the buzzing of flies. 
They are seeing more than you see, 
They are hearing more than you hear, 
And out of the darkness they peer 

With a goblin light in their eyes! 


[71] 


Pretty Futility 


PRETTY Futility 
Always declares 


There’s nothing so good 
As a basket of pears, 


Nothing so tranquil 
Nothing so sweet 


As eating ripe pears 
In the quiet of heat. 


She straightens her ruffles 
She smiles as she swings, 


And when she has eaten 
Futility sings. 


[ 72] 


First Rain—New Mexico 


RAIN gently down. The earth gapes red and 
dry, 

The little calves suckle at wrinkled teats 

Within the moon of thin solicitous necks. 


Rain gently down and turn the sagebrush green, 
Run in long rivulets colored like blood 

In veins across the land. The mountains stand 
Blue, immaterial, so etherealized 

They join in the ringed dance of the blue clouds. 


Long slant of rain, the upward pull of mist, 
The changing pools of sky, the moving air 
Now fill the valleys with their rioting, 
Where all is rock and stillness and heavy herbs 
Answering with incense, not with any motion. 


Motionless too the beasts stand in the rain, 

Shining like stones set in a flowing river 

Until the last drop falls, the storm is over 
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And the colts raise their little wooden heads 

And prance on long legs, while the wet mares 
fling 

The wild bells of their whinnying to the hills. 


[ 74] 


The Popbies 


THESE flowers are so wild, 
So proud and shy, 

They will not live in water, 
But choose to die. 


They bear the fire of sun, 
Wind, drifting sands, 

But will not brook the touch 
Of human hands. 


[75] 


Tour des Francs 


LONELINESS? 

When I think of loneliness 

I think of the small towers of the crusaders 
Built on the treeless mountains of Palestine, 
Watch-towers held by half-a-dozen men 

Who had been raised in hamlets beside streams 
With woods and meadows near them. 
Loneliness P— 

The night coming on, 

The night that covers danger, 

And hungry stars 

Peering from heaven, 

And the wind sweeping past each stony ridge, 
And a horse neighing with a shiver in it, 

And some one tower with half-a-dozen men 
Isolate, in a hard and hostile land. 


[ 76] 


On The Shadow of Clouds 


YOU were too slow. 

Long waited the vessel at the docks 

Till the tide grew low 

And the waves bared the rocks 

And at last the pilot shook his head 

And the eager sailors swarmed to the shrouds 
And swan-like the ship moved from the harbor 
On the shadow of clouds. 


[77] 


No Snake in Springtime 


NNO snake in springtime ever felt the yearning 

Moce poignantly to slough, to crack, to pull 

The hated, hardened, drying, all-confining 

Skin from the flesh, to reach beyond the bounds 

Established by the petty planning blood, 

To reach beyond, to grow, to feel the scratch 

Of earth on sensitive membrane, to feel, to feel 

Again, heat, cold, rough, fluid, solid, smooth, 

To pass through daze and blindness and con- 
tortion 

Into a tortured peace, no snake in springtime 

Felt ever wearier of his seasoned armor, 

The supple definitions of his strength. 


[ 78 ] 


Inland 


INLAND, he still could hear the surge of the 
sea, 

And smell the salt when the wind blew that way; 
Gull shadows drifted on his drying hay, 

And some nights he would lie half dreamily 
Hearing the rain-drenched rustle of a tree, 
Mistaking it for the long swish of spray; 

He loved the fog when it came thick and gray 
And touched his fields with its immensity. 


At least his wife need no more lie awake 

Now when she heard a sudden wind arise, 

If he had died already for her sake 

It was a fact not obvious to her eyes, 
Contented she might sew and sweep and bake 
And never guess the ghostly compromise. 


[79] 


Audience 


7 HOSE who walk upon ropes 
Have traditional smiles, 
Parasols and silk tights 
Are among their wiles, 


For the eyes that are watching 
Must not quite see 

Over each shoulder 
Death’s bony knee, 


And the eyes that are watching 
Must not quite share 

The tug of Death’s fingers 
At the roots of the hair. 


[ 80 ] 


Apparition 


BETWEEN morning and morning they came. 

Their tent, like a great mushroom, pushed its 
way 

Above the trees for a single night. By the 
dawn 

It was gone with them, gone in the first wan 
pallor of day, 

Gone with the supple visions swinging like 


lights 

High in the vaulted shadows, gone with the 
towers 

Of rhythmed bodies, the spangled splendor of 
tights, 


Gone with the clown and his laughter, gone 
with the delicate 
White dancing horse,—all like a dream passed 


away, 
Gone without trace, vanished before the day. 


[ 81 ] 


Goldilocks in the Ogre’s Castle 


I, GUEST to ogres, naturally understand 
An ogre’s castle must be built on bones 
However mortised. There can be no smoke 
From homesteads rising on a demon’s land. 
The servants have a way of snuffing out, 
And sometimes I have heard when all alone 
A sighing from the pillars, a mural groan. 


I walk among the gardens. Do not think 

I cannot guess what once the statues were 
That languish in the hedge, and I infer 
The origin of the deer with their sad eyes. 
I trail my gown along the formal walks 
And in the trees above me hear the cries 
Of clip-winged birds. I do not pick a rose 
For fear of wounded stalks. 


And night by night I lie in my plumed bed 
Lulled to slow sleep 
By the monotonous, the heavy creep 
Of the old ogre pacing overhead. 
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Dantel Webster’s Horses 


IF when the wind blows 
Rattling the trees, 

Clicking like skeletons’ 
Elbows and knees, 


You hear along the road 
Three horses pass, 

Do not go near the dark 
Cold window-glass. 


If when the first snow lies 
Whiter than bones, 

You see the mark of hoofs 
Cut to the stones, 


Hoofs of three horses 
Going abreast— 

Turn about, turn about, 
A closed door is best! 


Upright in the earth 
Under the sod 
They buried three horses, 
Bridled and shod, 
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Daniel Webster’s horses— 

He said as he grew old, 
“Flesh, I loved riding, 

Shall I not love it cold? 


“Shall I not love to ride 
Bone astride bone, 
When the cold wind blows 
And snow covers stone? 


“Bury them on their feet, 
With bridle and bit. 
They were good horses. 
See their shoes fit.” 


[ 84] 


The Lost Children of Deerfield 


THE little square-toes wouldn’t go back! 

They preferred the casual forest living, 

The speeches and games, the easy giving, 

The winter starvation, the summer ease, 

The dangers, the hunts, the sheltering trees, 

The still swift ways of savage and beast, 

The broad strong rivers, the brown-robed priest, 

Notre Dame des Bois—they preferred all these 

To their parents’ harsh austerities. 

No ransom was ever enough to bring 

Them back to their sober reasoning. 

No bribes could ever net them again 

In their round of duties to God and men. 

Their savage captors had set them free 

From their freedom’s old captivity. 

Shiftless, serene, agile and wild 

Grew many a stiff New England child 

And commissions might sit, and mothers might 
yearn 

But the little square-toes would not return! 


[ 85 ] 


The Windmill Addresses Don Quixote 


MY honored sir, before you pick yourself 

Up from the ground to mount that curious horse, 
Let us speak calmly. There was no ill-feeling 
On my part in the whole affair: 

I but pursued my course. 

Your fault is always to see personalities 

In everything, even a cosmic force. 


And could you not have looked behind appear- 
ances 


And seen that brandished arms may lead to 
bread? 


This obstinate rushing at surface characteristics 
Does credit to your heart: 
Not to your head. 


Believe me, properly taken, my fan moves as 
lightly 
As that Dulcinea’s fan of whom you've read. 


[ 86 ] 


These Spartan Steers 


THESE spartan steers I much admire 
Who never knew a stall or byre, 

But, cast beneath a mesa’s brow, 

Sucked the milk of a fighting cow. 
Although they bear an owner’s brand 
Wild, they range a wilder land. 

With buzzards for only umpire 

They have fought battles, horned with fire. 
Their scattered foraging they know 
Deep-buried in the blinding snow, 
And water-holes are ringed around 

By their trails in the scarlet ground. 
Even their skulls horned and white 
Are like a new moon shining bright 
Delicate and thin with age 

Beneath the filigree of the sage. 


[ 87 ] 


Marie Antoinette in America 
S UPPOSE Marie Antoinette had come to Wis- 


casset, 

Escaped from Paris, escaped from violence, 
escaped from fear, 

Would she have lived, soberly and quietly, 


Talking to the women in the square white houses 
here? 


Where they saw gray water, she would have seen 
steel flashing, 

Where they saw autumn leaves, blood she would 
have seen, 

The shivering white birches would have seemed 
like frightened ladies 

Where the Wiscasset eyes found only moving 
green. 


And when she saw the women go out into the 
barnyard 

Then she would have felt her tired heart fail 

Remembering the Trianon and a dress of flow- 
ered satin 

And herself going milking with a silver milking 


pail. 
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On Buying a Maine Farm 


THE house should be white, 
The barn red, 

The farm-carts blue. 
There should be a hillock for the dead, 
And a bed-room view, 

Apple trees, 

A rooster to crow, 

Down by the cornfield, 

A sunflower row; 

Cows (each with her bell) 

A fat plow horse, 

A maiden birch-wood 

(And a young cat of course!) 

Hard work in the field, 
Good sleep in the bed, 

And a ship weather-vane 
To swing overhead. 


[ 89 ] 


Barren Pasture 


THE old white horse comes tired to work, 
For all night long in the rocky pasture 

Where the burdocks grow 

He goes clattering among the stones 

The fleshless heels of a ghost pressed deep in his 


ribs. 


[ 90 ] 


If I, I Too— 


Ir I, I too, might stand 

Wrapped in a scarlet blanket from the wind 
In the heart of this scarlet land, 

With the goats feeding around me, 

Agile, wild-eyed, 

Cropping the bitter growth of the desert 
While the wind ruffles each hide 

To flowing silver and white 

Nearly as white 

As the bones of those that have died— 


If I, I too, might stand 

Under the turquoise sky 

That roofs the red walls of the mesas 
Where dead sorcerers lie 

Buried among their charms, 

If I might stand 

In the midst of my goats 

In the heart of this blood-colored land 
Dreaming of rain-gods to come, 
Clapping their wings 

On the arching back of a rainbow 
While a swallow twitters and sings— 


[91 ] 


The Approach 


TFERE are no hoofs in that dust, no horseman, 
no horse, 

Riding slowly along while the red cloud follows 
their course 

Built with each iron-tipped step, a cloak, a veil, 

A warning across the land, a coat of red mail— 

This is no pennon of earth under which rides 

The bearer of good news or bad: if you listen for 
strides, 

It is only the hoofs of the wind’s old horse that 
you hear, 

It is only the meaningless voice of the wind that 
draws near. 


[ 92 ] 
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The Barn 


I AM tired of this barn!” said the colt 
“And every day it snows. 
Outside there’s no grass any more 
And icicles grow on my nose. 
I am tired of hearing the cows 
Breathing and talking together. 
I am sick of these clucking hens. 
I hate stables and winter weather!” 


_ “Flush, little colt,” said the mare, 

“And a story I will tell 
Of a barn like this one of ours 
And the wonders that there befell. 
It was weather much like this 
And the beasts stood as we stand now 
In the warm good dark of the barn— 
A horse and an ass and a cow.” 


“And sheep?” asked the colt. “Yes, sheep 
And a pig and a goat and a hen. 
All of the beasts of the barnyard 
The usual servants of men. 
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And into their midst came a lady 

And she was as cold as death, 

But the animals leaned above her 

And made her warm with their breath. 


“There was her baby born 

And laid to sleep in the hay 

While music flooded the rafters 

And the barn was as light as day, 

And angels and kings and shepherds 
Came to worship the babe from afar 

But we looked at him first of all creatures 
By the bright strange light of a star!” 


[94] 


The Seagull 


A BRIGHTENING of the mist, 
A ghostly cry, 

Two white wide arching wings 
Float veering by, 


A shining glance is given 
In passing—then— 

Mist is but mist and wind 
But wind again. 


[95] 


A Villa and Peace 


NOP autumn is here I yearn for a Roman villa 

(A villa and peace!) 

With mosaics of grapevines twined with the 
leopards of Bacchus 

And a bronze fawn from Greece 

Standing jocund and drunk in the midst of a 
modest mountain 

Where the slow-moving carp 

Nose the water to circles of ripples as thin and 
as silver 

As the strings of a harp. 


How pleasant to sit in a peristyle wide to the 
sun 

But walled from the breeze, 

And to smell the fragrance of grapes welling 
sweet from the press 

And see over the trees 

An arrow of wild geese flying—how pleasant to 
smile, 

And sighing, note down 

A word of regret and content, engraved on wax 
tablets 

To some friend in the town. 


THE END 
[ 96 ] 


